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Preface 

^\\  TF,  in  the  preparation  of  this  little  volume, 
3  -**  some   latent   spark   of   talent  has   been 

fanned  into  life,  it  has  achieved  its  purpose; 
and  made  the  time  spent  in  preparing  it 
r-  worth  while.  It  has,  indeed,  prompted  those 
whose  names  appear  within  to  think;  and  to 
express  their  thoughts  in  verse.  At  least  it 
has  afforded  the  temporal  pleasure  of  the 
activity.  And  as  to  the  success  of  the  unique 
idea  of  producing  a  book  of  child's  verse 
capable  of  entertaining  and  laying  any  claim 
to  intrinsic  value,  the  reader  may  judge  for 
himself  whether  or  not  the  effort  has  been 
made  in  vain. 

Jessica  E.  Strawbridge. 


Education 

Many  different  studies, 
Many  different  books, 
Make  an  education 
And  the  girls  fine  cooks. 

— Edwina  Boell, 

7B2,  11  years. 


The  Green  and  White 

There  are  colors  bright  and  somber, 
There  are  colors  dark  and  light, 

But  there  never  were  two  colors 
Like  the  dear  old  green  and  white. 

It  leads  the  way  to  victory, 

It  triumphs  in  the  fight, 
Wherever  there  is  glory 

There's  also  green  and  white. 

And  these  we  claim  for  Lakeview, 
The  school  which  stands  for  right, 

We'll  loyally  defend  you, 

For  we  love  you,  green  and  white. 

— Charles  Cushing, 

8B2,  13  years. 


Thrift  Stamps 

Where  did   you   come   from,   Thrift   Stamp 

dear? 
Out  of  the  Postoffice  into  here. 

How  do  you  happen  to  be  just  mine? 
You  saved  your  pennies,  and  so  I  am  thine. 

Shall  I  get  a  companion  for  you? 

Yes,  yes,  I  would  love  her;  oh,  please  do. 

With  fifteen  companions  what  could  you  do? 
I  would  help  make  a  War  Savings  Stamp  for 
you. 

— Gertrude  Wetzel, 

5A,  9  years. 


Utopia 


Utopia  was  a  perfect  place, 
Where  all  was  just  and  fair, 

Six  hours  the  people  had  for  work, 
The  rest  was  free  from  care. 

There  were  no  burglars  bad  and  bold, 

To  mar  its  morals  rare; 
For  none  were  rich  and  none  were  poor, 

And  all  were  honest  there. 

I'm  sad  indeed  when  I  must  say 

My  story  is  not  true — 
Sir  Thomas  Moore  once  had  a  dream — 

'Tis  what  I've  told  to  you. 

— Carol  Green, 

6B,  11  years. 


The  Stream 

The  clear  little  stream  murmurs  onward 
Through  beautiful  forest  glades, 

First  winding  around  pines  and  hemlocks 
Then  changing  to  bubbling  cascades. 

Here  by  the  bank  grow  the  violets, 

Making  great  patches  of  blue, 
Till  the  stream,  passing  by,  reflects  them, 

Making  it  violet  too. 

And  then  it  flows  into  a  meadow 

Whose  golden  grain  waves  in  the  sun, 

Where  wild  flowers  bloom  'tween  the  furrows ; 
How  beautiful  each  tiny  one. 

— Mildred  Pearce, 

82,  13  years. 
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The  Lost  Poodle 

One  day  in  June,  not  long  ago, 

I  left  the  house  to  play, 
And  down  the  street,  not  far  along, 

A  lonely  dog  did  stray. 

A  cunning  little  rogue  he  was 

As  ever  you  have  seen, 
As  white  as  snow,  and  curly,  too, 

And  all  so  nice  and  clean. 

I  took  him  home  with  me  to  keep, 

But  papa  said  "No,  No"; 
So  then  I  took  him  down  the  street, 

And  there  I  let  him  go. 

— Madge  Rear, 

8A1,  14  years. 
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Sunset 

When  the  bright  king  of  the  heavens 

Sinks  slowly  in  the  West, 
He  paints  the  purple  mountains 

Till  they  look  their  very  best. 

He  paints  them  red  and  yellow, 
And  turns  them  orange,  too, 

Brightens  their  misty  purple  haze 
Until  it's  very  blue. 

He  stops.    He  waits  a  moment, 

As  if  to  say  "Good  night," 
Then  slowly,  as  we  watch  him, 

He  passes  out  of  sight. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A1,  12  years. 
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My  Garden 


I  planted  my  garden  a  week  ago, 

And  now  my  seeds  have  begun  to  grow — 

Dear  little  radishes,  lettuce  too, 

Are  pushing  their  tiny  heads  up  through. 

At  evening  when  the  sun  is  low, 
With  my  watering  pot  I  go, 
My  little  garden  friends,  I'm  sure, 
Must  want  a  drink  of  water  pure. 

And  as  I  water  row  by  row, 
Their  tiny  heads  are  bowing  low, 
But  up  again  they  quickly  spring 
To  thank  me  for  the  gift  I  bring. 

And  when  they've  grown  to  larger  size, 

It  may  be  I  shall  win  a  prize; 

At  any  rate  I'll  raise  a  crop, 

And  send  my  thrift  card  o'er  the  top. 

— Evelyn  Meeks, 

5A,  11  years. 
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A  Sailor  Brave 

There  was  a  little  sailor  lad, 

Who  lived  upon  the  sea, 
He  was  a  happy  little  tar 

And  jolly  as  could  be. 

He  enlisted  in  the  navy, 

And  had  charge  of  a  big  gun; 

And  you  really  should  have  seen  him, 
When  he  made  the  Germans  run. 

But  when  the  war  was  over 
And  he  had  his  service  cross, 

Then  is  when  you  should  have  seen  him 
As  he  smiled  up  at  his  boss. 

— Douglas  Ayers, 

13  years. 
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Sir  Francis  Drake 

Drake  was  a  noble  seaman, 
He  was  both  brave  and  bold; 

And  now  the  whole  world  over, 
His  wondrous  deeds  are  told. 

When  Drake  was  just  a  little  boy, 

He  lived  upon  a  boat, 
And  when  the  sailors  came  to  shore 

With  them  he  went  afloat. 

Sir  Francis  went  the  world  around — 

First  Englishman  to  go — 
In  those  days  only  sails  they  used, 

And  thus  went  very  slow. 

And  tho'  these  ships  were  very  small 
They  reached  their  point  at  last, 

And  gained  a  victory  o'er  the  seas 
In  days  which  long  are  passed. 

Now  English  rule  upon  the  main, 

They  owe  to  daring  Drake, 
His  swift  fleet  drove  the  Dons  back  home, 

Their  first  defeat  to  take. 

And  when  Sir  Francis  Drake  did  die, 

That  great  seaman  so  bold, 
To  have  him  back  again  alive, 

The  Queen  would  have  given  her  gold. 
— Gertrude  Wetzel, 

5A,  9  years. 
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The  Snowflakcs 

See  the  little  snowflakes, 

Falling  thick  and  fast, 
Covering  all  the  meadows, 

Hiding  all  the  grass. 

And  now  as  if  by  magic, 

You  cannot  see  around, 
For  snow  is  flying  everywhere, 

Without  a  single  sound. 

But  when  the  sun  comes  out  again, 

The  snow  will  melt  away, 
For  Spring  is  coming  very  fast 

And  soon  it  will  be  May. 

—Robert  Chesney, 

7A1,  13  years. 
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A  Gold  Mine 

There  surely  is  a  gold  mine 

Underneath  the  grass, 
For  cowslips  come  a-springing  out 

In  every  place  you  pass. 
But  if  you  want  to  gather  them, 

You'd  better  not  delay, 
For  someone  else  will  come  along 

And  take  them  all  away. 

— Gladys  Ward, 

7A,  12  years. 


Baby  Blue  Eyes 

Baby  Blue  Eyes,  flower  so  fair, 
As  blue  as  the  sky  above, 

Nestling  down  in  my  garden  here, 
Telling  of  God's  great  love. 

— Teddy  Rust, 

4B,  8  years 
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The  Lambkins 

I  walked  in  a  field  of  clover 
Where  lambkins  played  about 

And  watched  them  there  with  Rover 
Putting  each  other  to  rout. 

See  how  the  mother  loves  them 
As  they  romp  with  her  on  the  hill, 

She  guards  them  always  with  loving  care 
That  no  wolf  may  harm  or  kill. 

— Nora  Nichols, 

7B1,  13  years. 
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If  I  Were  a  Soldier 

If  I  were  a  soldier, 

Down  in  the  trenches  deep, 
When  I  wanted  to  wait  for  Germans, 

Right  over  the  top  I'd  creep. 

And  when  they  had  retreated, 
Straight  forward  I  would  dash, 

And  when  I  had  caught  up  with  them, 
There'd  be  nothing  left  but  hash. 

— Sidney  Gohn, 

6B,  11  years 


Our  Yankees 

Our  Yankee  boys  have  come  at  last 
From  battles  fought  and  won. 

We  welcome  them  with  open  arms, 
The  bravest  'neath  the  sun. 

— Wallace  White, 

6B,  13  years. 
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A  Yankee  Brave 

There  was  once  a  Yankee  brave, 
Who  went  to  fight  in  France, 

He  killed  the  Boches  right  and  left 
And  made  the  Kaiser  prance. 

He  brought  a  string  of  helmets  back, 
And  some  of  the  tales  he  told 

Would  raise  the  hair  upon  your  head, 
And  make  your  blood  run  cold. 

— Harold  Brasefield, 

8A2,  13  years. 
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Spring 


In  the  springtime  flowers  bloom, 
To  banish  winter's  dreary  gloom, 
And  mingled  with  the  sunny  hours, 
Pitti-pat,  come  gentle  showers. 

Children  laugh  and  shout  and  sing, 
"Goodby,  Winter;  Greetings,  Spring"; 
And  all  the  earth  is  at  its  best, 
In  brightest  colors  gaily  dressed. 

Out  in  the  meadows  lambkins  bleat, 
Nibbling  grass  beneath  their  feet, 
While  on  the  dreamy,  balmy  air, 
Float  odors  sweet  of  flowers  rare. 

— Shelby  Grove, 

7B1,  13  years 
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The  Waves 

Once  with  my  spade 

A  hole  I  made, 
Deep  down  beside  the  sea; 

And  it  was  queer 

To  see  how  near 
The  waves  crept  up  to  me. 

I  bade  them  come, 

And  it  was  fun 
To  see  them  onward  roll; 

And  soon  with  glee, 

They  came  to  me, 
And  filled  the  deep,  deep  hole. 

— Alice  Dunbar, 

7A1,  12  years 
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A  Dream 

I  dreamt  of  a  storm-swept  sea  last  night, 

Safe  at  home  I  longed  to  be, 
For  I  lay  on  a  raft  far,  far  from  shore 

While  the  waves  washed  over  me. 
The  sea  was  gray  and  the  waves  were  high, 

Though  the  moon  shone  bright  in  a  dark 
blue  sky. 

The  stars  were  as  bright  as  the  great  round 
moon, 
Though  I  could  not  see  them  at  first, 
And  I  learned  a  lesson  that  stormy  night 

And  now  I  fear  not  the  worst. 
For  when  life's  sea  seems  gray  and  the  waves 
are  high 
I  just  try  to  look  for  the  stars  in  the  sky. 

— Raymond  Bryant, 

8A1,  13  years. 
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Daisies 

I  wandered  in  a  meadow, 

All  full  of  daisies  bright, 
Among  them  knelt  a  tiny  girl, 

A  cunning  little  sprite. 

I  went  to  her  and  asked  her 

Why  she  picked  the  large  bouquet; 
She  smiled  at  me,  and  answered 

"'Tis  muver  dear's  birfday." 

I  asked  her  what  her  name  was, 
And  she  smoothed  her  dress  of  blue, 

"They  say  I'm  like  the  daisies, 
So  they  call  me  Daisy,  too." 

Oh,  dainty  little  darling  sprite, 
So  blessed,  pure  and  sweet, 

God  keep  you  always  lovely, 
As  the  daisies  at  your  feet. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A1,  12  years. 
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Flowers 

Roses  faint  with  sweetness, 

Slender  Iris  tall, 
Forget-me-nots  and  Bluebells, 

By  the  garden  wall. 

Beds  of  purple  Violets, 

Bathed  in  sunny  dew, 
Geraniums  in  masses, 

Flowers  every  hue. 

Fields  of  bright  Carnations, 

Spicy  fragrance  sweet, 
Every  shade  of  the  rainbow, 

Growing  at  your  feet. 

— Lucile  Dempsey, 

7B2,  13  years 
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The  Two  Kittens 

When  I  lived  down  at  my  Grandma's 
Near  the  town  of  San  Jose, 

I  had  a  little  kitten 

With  which  I  used  to  play. 

She  was  very  soft  and  fuzzy, 
Her  eyes  were  brightest  blue, 

She  hadn't  any  real  name, 
So  I  just  called  her  "Sue." 

One  night  while  I  was  sleeping, 

A  call  came  up  the  stair: 
"Oh,  Jean,  come  see  the  kitten, 

It  has  pure,  snow-white  hair." 

So  down  the  stairs  I  trotted, 

Into  the  room  I  came, 
The  sight  I  saw  surprised  me  so, 

I  hardly  knew  my  name. 

For,  sitting  on  the  table 

Was  a  kitten  colored  white; 

It  used  to  be  a  gray  one, 

My!  It  sure  gave  me  a  fright! 
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Now,  Grandpa  had  a  sulphur  house, 
In  which  he  bleached  his  crops, 

It  also  kills  the  little  bugs, 
In  death  each  one  soon  drops. 

"Oh,  Grandpa!  My  poor  kitty  cat, 
She's  not  gray  any  more"; 
"Now,  Jeanie,  do  be  quiet,  dear, 
We  found  her  at  the  door." 

Of  course,  it  was  a  different  cat, 

But  then,  I  did  not  know; 
And  all  that  night  I  dreamt  of  cats 

Snow-white,  in  one  long  row. 

Next  day  a  man  came  over 
To  see  our  brand  new  barn; 

When  I  told  him  what  had  happened, 
He  said  it  was  a  yarn. 

For,  playing  with  each  other 

Were  two  kittens,  white  and  gray; 

But  I  was  happy,  cause  I  had 
Two  kittens,  anyway. 

— Shelby  Grove, 

7B1,  12  years. 
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The  Teacher  of  Our  Class 

The  teacher  of  our  class 
Is  a  mighty  fine  young  lass, 

And  if  I  study  very  hard 
Perhaps  she'll  let  me  pass. 

— Carlton  Eggers, 

3B,  9  years 


Jennie's  Movie  Stars 

Jennie  had  some  movie  stars — 
Was  trading  them  in  school; 
But  "teacher"  took  them  all  away, 
She  said  'twas  against  the  rule. 

— Mary  Grace  Long, 

5  A,  11  years 
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Contentment 

A  rich  little  girl  in  a  great,  big  house 
Said,  "Oh,  dear,  there's  nothing  to  do, 
I'm  tired  of  all  my  games  and  toys 
And  I've  searched  the  whole  house  through." 

A  poor  little  girl  in  a  tenement  house, 
With  only  an  old  rag  doll, 
Said,  "I'm  surely  a  fortunate  child, 
With  my  pretty,  good-natured,  fat  Poll." 

Now  there  is  a  moral  within  these  lines, 
A  moral  both  sound  and  true; 
Be  content  with  your  lot  in  life,  dear  child, 
And  the  best  will  come  to  you. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A1,  12  years. 
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The  Soldier's  Home-Coming 

Children  dancing,  horses  prancing, 

Everyone  is  gay; 
Women  singing,  bells  are  ringing, 

All  is  joy  today. 
People's  cheers,  mothers'  tears, 

For  joys  are  flowing  fast; 
Banners  flying,  people  crying, 

Welcome  home  at  last. 

Home  at  last,  the  danger's  past, 

Their  faces  seem  to  say; 
Soldiers  all,  they  heard  the  call, 

And  went  to  save  the  day. 
But  now  they're  back,  each  with  his  pack, 

With  friends  awaiting  him; 
Each  one  so  glad,  to  meet  their  lad, 

And  the  nation  proud  of  him. 

— Margaret  Armstrong, 

7A2,  12  years 
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We  Graduates 

We're  pupils  now  of  leisure, 

No  studying  to  do, 
The  term  will  soon  be  over 

And  we  will  say  "adieu." 

Tis  sad  to  see  the  rest  who  work 

Look  wistfully  our  way, 
But  they  forget  we're  graduates 

And  really  ought  to  play. 

Then  when  the  term  is  ended, 
We'll  stand  in  one  long  row, 

Receive  our  earned  (?)  diplomas, 
And  then  to  High  School  go. 

But  if  we  don't  get  busy 
Ere  the  twentieth  of  June, 

Some  "Graduates"  will  be  asked 
For  an  encore  to  their  tune. 

— Grace  Furch, 

8B2,  13  years. 
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On  the  Victory  Loan 

Come,  everybody,  buy  a  bond, 

Pray  don't  a  slacker  be, 
Our  boys  full  willing  gave  their  lives 

To  save  Democracy. 

If  they  could  give  their  Country  all, 
That  human  right  should  win, 

And  go  to  France  to  fight  for  us, 
To  free  the  world  from  sin. 

The  smallest  thing  that  we  could  do, 

All  those  who  sit  at  home, 
Is  to  make  our  dollars  do  the  work, 

And  help  the  Victory  Loan. 

How  can  money  compensate 

For  a  mother's  only  son? 
Come,  help  us  bring  our  heroes  back — 

Buy  bonds,  please;  every  one. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A1,  12  years. 
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Our  Flag 


Our  flag  is  the  emblem  of  men  who  are  free, 

The  flag  our  boys  died  for  across  the  blue  sea. 

And  then  Victory  came,  with  the  joy  of  sweet 
peace, 

When  the  slaughter  and  strife  of  dread  war- 
fare did  cease. 

Our  flag  was  their  flag,  the  flag  of  the  brave, 

And  surely  they  made  William's  army  behave. 

The  "Devil-Dogs"  helped,  and  our  Sailor 
boys,  too; 

Oh,  they  made  the  old  Kaiser  his  Hunishness 
rue; 

So  hail  to  our  flag,  dear  flag  of  the  free, 

The  flag  our  boys  died  for  across  the  blue  sea. 

— Bernice  Freidman, 

8A2,  13  years. 
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An  Old  Familiar  Melody 

It's  an  old  familiar  melody, 

I  heard  it  in  my  youth, 
When  I  was  but  a  baby 

Without  a  single  tooth. 

It's  an  old  familiar  melody, 
I've  heard  it  as  a  man, 

And  often  at  the  singers 
I've  hurled  a  frying  pan. 

It's  an  old  familiar  melody, 
And  one  you  surely  know, 

But  if  you  don't  remember, 
On  the  back  fence,  it  goes 
M-e-o-w! 

— Walter  Frederick, 

8B2,  14  years. 
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My  Soldier  Lad 

My  Soldier  Lad  is  coming  home, 

Yes,  coming  home  to  me; 
He  wears  a  War  Cross  on  h!s  breast 

For  deeds  of  bravery. 

And  when  I  see  him  once  again, 

How  happy  I  shall  be; 
For  my  brave  Soldier  Lad  is  trne 

And  he's  all  the  world  to  me. 

—Harry  Fried, 

8A2,  12  years. 
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Self  Government 

Self  government  surely 

Will  be  very  fine, 
If  we're  all  sincere 

And  it's  made  genuine. 

For  when  our  good  teacher 
Is  called  far  away, 

Tis  then  we  should  study, 
Not  trifle  nor  play. 


-Edwina  Boell, 

7B2,  11  years. 


The  Victory  Loan  Begins 

The  Victory  Loan  has  now  begun, 
With  mighty  will  and  purpose, 

Old  Uncle  Sam  has  done  his  part 
And  now  it's  up  to  the  populace. 

He  needs  the  money  very  bad — 
This  Uncle  Sam  of  ours — 

So  pony  up  and  don't  be  tight, 
Let  money  rain  in  showers. 

— Gerald  Evans, 

8A2,  14  years 
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Summer  is  Coming 

The  summer  days  are  coming, 

The  best  of  all  the  year, 
And  fields  are  bright  with  poppies, 

When  summer  time  is  near. 

The  birds  are  singing  gayly 
Their  sweetest  songs  today, 

As  they  flit  among  the  branches, 
For  tomorrow  will  be  May. 

— Carol  Short, 

7B2,  14  years. 


The  Sheep 

Pretty  sheep,  now  tell  me  why, 
In  the  sunny  field  you  lie 
Doing  nothing  all  the  day, 
Make  yourself  of  use,  I  pray. 

Don't  you  see  the  wool  that  grows 
On  my  back  to  make  you  clothes, 
Cold,  ah,  very  cold  you'd  be 
If  you  had  no  wool  from  me. 

— Catherine  Stock, 

7A1,  12  years. 
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The  Clouds 

The  fleecy  clouds  so  pure  and  white, 

Float  quietly  on  high; 
They  make  no  sound  as  on  they  move 

Through  the  glorious  azure  sky. 

They  float  o'er  hill,  they  float  o'er  vale, 
They  float  o'er  the  mountain's  height, 

They  float  when  the  rain  is  falling  fast, 
And  they  float  in  the  sun's  bright  light. 

But  when  the  sun  is  sinking  low 

And  they  settle  in  the  west 
'Tis  then  the  clouds  most  wondrous  seem, 

In  gold  and  purple  dressed. 

— Helen  Chase, 

8B2,  13  years. 
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Santa  Claus 

When  good  old  Santa  comes  along, 
We  hail  him  with  a  joyous  song, 
For  from  his  home  he  comes  away 
To  leave  us  gifts  for  Xmas  day. 

He  fills  our  stockings  to  the  brim, 
And  then  the  tree  he  turns  to  trim 
And  leaves  upon  a  good  stout  limb 
Two  brand  new  kites  for  Jack  and  Jim. 

Hies  up  the  chimney  on  the  run, 
Leaving  behind  him  such  joy  and  fun 
All  to  be  found  on  Xmas  day, 
And  thus  he  goes  upon  his  way. 

— Lillian  Force, 

8B1,  12  years. 
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The  Sun  and  the  Moon 

The  sun  is  over  the  mountains, 
The  morning  is  cheery  and  gay, 

The  children  are  getting  ready 
To  come  out  and  begin  their  play. 

The  moon  is  over  the  mountains, 
The  sun  has  set  its  last  ray, 

And  the  children  who  were  so  happy 
Must  wait  till  another  day. 

— Suzanne  Miller, 

5A,  10  years. 


Gladness  After  Gloom 

Our  hearts  are  full  of  gladness, 
For  our  boys  will  soon  be  home, 

We'll  forget  the  hours  of  sadness 
And  be  joyful  when  they  come. 

— Carol  Short, 

7B2,  14  years. 
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The  Little  Gold-back  Fern 

I  am  a  little  gold-back  fern 

Beneath  a  redwood  tree, 
My  birthday  came  one  day  last  week, 

So  now  my  years  are  three. 

My  brothers  and  my  sisters  all, 
Were  happy,  bright  and  gay, 

Until  suddenly  a  stranger  came 
And  took  them  far  away. 

Now  mother  mourns  and  looks  for  them, 
From  dawn  till  late  at  night; 

I  wish  they  were  returned  to  her, 
Tis  nothing  more  than  right. 

— Regina  Ford, 

7B1,  13  years. 
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The  "Studes" 

If  you  really  care  to  notice, 

You  will  see  my  words  are  true, 
And  that  almost  all  the  pupils 

In  the  8B  one  and  two 
Are  learning  all  their  lessons, 

And  are  good  as  they  can  be, 
For  they're  eager  all  to  graduate 

And  to  High  School  go,  you  see. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A1,  12  years. 


Our  Soldiers 

Our  soldiers  who  fought  in  the  great  world- 
war 

Have  returned  to  their  homes  at  last; 
Some  look  happy,  while  others  look  sad, 

But  at  least  the  danger  is  passed. 

Some  have  come  back  to  happy  homes, 

Others  to  no  home  at  all, 
But  each  can  honestly  say  to  himself: 

"I  answered  my  Country's  call." 

— Verna  F.  Friedman, 

8A1,  12  years. 
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The  Donkey  and  the  Clown 

Said  the  Clown  to  the  Donkey 
"Will  you  give  me  a  ride?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  Donkey, 
"When  my  saddle  is  tied." 

Said  the  Clown  to  the  Donkey 
"Shall  the  monkey  go  too?" 

"No,"  said  the  Donkey, 
"He'd  be  a  hoodoo." 

Said  the  Donkey  to  the  Clown 
"Oh,  where  shall  we  go?" 

Said  the  Clown  to  the  Donkey 
"Why,  let's  go  to  town." 

They  went  into  town, 

To  see  all  the  sights, 
With  its  crowded  streets, 

And  glare  of  bright  lights. 

They  roamed  up  and  down, 

Till  the  hour  grew  late, 
Just  when  they  reached  home 

I'm  ashamed  to  state. 

— Franklin  Trower, 

8A2,  12  years. 
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The  School  Clocks 

What  is  the  matter  with  these  clocks? 

I'm  sure  I  do  not  know. 
Sometimes  they  go  so  awful  fast, 

Again  they  go  so  slow. 

For  when  there  is  an  hour  I  like, 

The  hands  just  run  away; 
And  when  I  wish  they'd  hurry  on 

They  seem  just  bound  to  stay. 

I  really  do  not  think  it's  fair; 

In  fact,  I  know  it's  wrong, 
For  clocks  to  make  some  hours  so  short, 

And  others,  oh,  so  long. 

No  doubt  I'll  have  to  bear  it, 

Though  it  makes  me  feel  quite  bad, 

Yet  when  the  bell  goes  ting-a-ling, 
I  think  I  will  go  mad. 

— Grace  Furch, 

8B2,  13  years. 
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The  Passage  of  the  Birds 

The  birds  are  flying  to  the  South 

For  winter  now  is  here, 
And  as  they  pass  the  farmer's  house 

They  sing  a  song  of  cheer. 

— Madge  Rear, 

8A2,  14  years. 


Save  Your  Pennies 

Save  your  pennies,  save  each  dime, 
Buy  a  Thrift  Stamp  every  time; 
'Stead  of  cones  and  cracker- jack, 
Save  to  bring  a  soldier  back. 

— Kennedy  Jackson, 

3A,  7  years. 
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Longing 


My,  how  I  wish  I  had  that  cake, 

For  all  my  very  own, 
But  it's  away  up  on  the  shelf 

Beside  a  bag  of  scones. 
But  maybe  when  I'd  eaten  it, 

I'd  only  wish  for  more; 
So,  after  all,  perhaps  it's  best 

To  close  the  cupboard  door. 

— Robert  de  Graff, 

7B,  11  years. 


Troubles 

It's  the  fire  to  build  in  the  morning, 

Whether  you  want  to  or  not, 
When  your  stretchy  and  tired  and  cross  as  a 
bear, 

And  you  fall  asleep  on  your  cot. 

There's  wood  to  bring  up,  and  soft  coal,  too, 

And  ashes  to  take  down  stairs; 
It's  awful,  I  say,  to  have  troubles  like  these, 

But  I  'spose  it  all  goes  with  life's  cares. 

— :Arram  Bercovich, 

7  A,  11  years 
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A  Year  Ago 

A  year  ago  the  skies  were  dark, 

On  all  the  land  and  sea, 
For  war  was  started  here  and  there, 

By  kings  of  Autocracy. 

At  first  we  lost  and  then  we  gained, 

And  then  we  lost  again, 
Until  at  last  we  won  for  good, 

And  Democracy  doth  reign. 

— Edwina  Boell, 

7B2,  11  years. 
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The  Boys  Over  There 

Our  soldier  boys  "Over  There" 

Have  put  aside  all  fear; 
But  the  mothers  who  are  "Over  Here" 

Pray  for  them  with  many  a  tear. 

And  yet  these  boys  across  the  sea 

Will  soon  return  to  the  home  of  the  free; 
Come  back  to  their  native  land  once  more 

Where  peace  will  reign,  for  the  war  is  o'er. 

— Gerald  Evans, 

8A2,  14  years. 


Kaiser  Bill 

Kaiser  Bill  will  get  his  fill, 
When  the  Yanks  get  to  Berlin; 

The  Crown  Prince  there  will  not  be  heir, 
For  the  Yanks  the  war  will  win. 

The  other  sons  and  all  the  Huns 

Will  badly  punished  be, 
For  they  will  find  that  they  must  mind 

Our  Yanks  across  the  sea. 

— Charlotte  A.  Ham, 

5  A,  11  years 


The  Thrift  Stamp 

Dear  little  Thrift  Stamp,  do  you  know 
Into  a  War  Stamp  you  will  grow? 
There,  little  one,  now  don't  you  fear, 
Just  be  patient,  my  little  dear. 

Be  patient  and  happy  in  your  little  book, 
And  never  once  taking  a  thought  or  a  look 
Into  the  future  or  into  the  past, 
But  think  of  what  will  happen  to  you  at  last. 

When  a  dear  little  sister  comes  to  you, 
Make  her  happy  with  all  you  can  do, 
Tell  her  how  long  you  have  been  there  too, 
And  give  her  the  welcome  that  is  her  due. 

For  it's  stamps  like  you 

That  we  boys  and  girls  buy 

That  will  help  Uncle  Sam  to  hush  the  cry 

Of  the  starving  children  in  other  lands 

That  beg  our  pity  with  outstretched  hands. 

— Jane  Levensaur, 

5A,  10  years. 
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The  Course  of  the  Sun 

Up  rises  the  sun  in  the  East  by  day, 

And  bids  the  people  go  their  way — 

Begins  its  journey  through  the  world, 

As  a  fiery  ball  through  the  sky  is  hurled. 

It  passes  the  mountains,  approaches  the  West, 

Then  over  the  ocean  it  sinks  to  its  rest. 

— Albert  Currlin, 

8A2,  12  years. 


Showers 

Listen  to  the  gentle  rain 

Patter  on  the  window  pane, 

Who  can  help  but  love  the  showers 

When  they  bring  such  lovely  flowers? 

Now  the  sun  doth  shine  again, 
And  we  forget  the  dripping  rain, 
For  with  eyes  and  cheeks  aglow 
We  hail  the  lovely,  bright  rainbow. 

And  since  they  nourish  fruit  and  flowers, 
We  appreciate  the  showers, 
And  we  love  to  see  the  rain 
Trickle  down  the  window  pane. 

— Sue  Doan, 

7A2,  13  years 
50 


Summer 

Sing  a  song  of  summer, 

Roses  pink  and  red, 
Blooming  by  the  window 

In  my  flower  bed. 

Daisies  white  and  yellow, 

Nodding  in  the  fields, 
While  the  honey-suckle 

To  bees  its  honey  yields. 

Butter-cups  all  golden, 

Dancing  in  the  sun, 
While  the  primrose  opens 

Its  petals  one  by  one.    . 

Pink  and  white  petunias 

Bloom  along  the  walks, 
And  Saucy  Black-Eyed  Susan 

With  shy  Sweet- William  talks. 

Sing  a  song  of  summer, 
Vacation  time  is  here; 
We  wish  that  good  old  summer 
Would  last  throughout  the  year. 

— Helen  LeBeuf, 

7A2,  14  years 
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When  Grandma  Was  a  Child 

0  what  funny  old-fashioned  girls, 
Sitting  in  high-backed  chairs; 

Here  is  one  with  shaving-like  curls, 
And  what  a  long  dress  she  wears. 

What,  may  I  ask,  is  she  making  there, 

Sitting  so  straight  and  stiff, 
Surely  she  cannot  be  knitting  on  socks — 

She's  making  a  handkerchief! 

For  this  is  the  sort  of  things  little  girls 
did 

When  grandma  was  a  child — 
Fine  laces  and  handkerchiefs — 

Doll  clothes,  too, 
With  manners  so  courtly  and  mild. 

— Rose  Etta  Kahn, 

6B,  11  years. 


52 


Heroes 

When  our  soldiers  returned  from  the  trenches 

The  city  went  wild  for  joy — 
Turned  out  in  a  mad  celebration 

To  welcome  home  every  brave  boy. 

Brass  bands  played  and  whistles  blew  gayly 
As  the  ferry  steamed  into  the  slip; 

And  the  boys  marched  off  amidst  cheering 
Back  home  from  their  dangerous  trip. 

Up  Market  Street  they  proceeded, 

And  a  joyful  clamor  arose; 
For  the  heroes  of  Argonne  who  battled 

'Midst  hardships  where  anything  goes. 

But  the  line  of  march  soon  became  broken, 
For  every  fond  mother's  own  son 

Was  clasped  in  the  arms  of  some  loved  one 
Regardless  of  packet  or  gun. 

And  now  they  are  back — our  dear  heroes — 
And  we  hope  it  may  nevermore  be 

That  our  country  must  ask  them  to  leave  us 
To  go  so  far  over  the  sea. 

— Jessamine  Ball, 

7B2,  12  years. 
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A  Word  of  Warning 

Examination's  coming  soon, 

You'd  better  get  to  work, 
And  study  very  long  and  hard — 

You'll  flunk  sure  if  you  shirk. 

Of  zeros  there'll  be  plenty, 

Of  "perfects"  very  few, 
But  the  mark  that's  on  your  paper 

Is  entirely  up  to  you. 

So  study  well  and  recollect 
How  soon  will  come  the  date, 

When  those  who  pass  that  test  are  safe 
And  fit  to  graduate. 

— Grace  Furch, 

8B2,  13  years. 
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The  Close  of  the  Day 

Now  our  work  is  over, 

Over  is  our  play, 
Let  us  to  each  other 

Say  goodbye  today. 

Goodbye,  happy  schoolmates, 

Going  to  your  homes; 
Goodbye  to  our  studies 

Till  tomorrow  comes. 

And  when  the  morning  sunbeams 

Wake  us  with  their  light, 
We'll  return  in  gladness, 

Fresh  and  sweet  and  bright. 

— Lucille  Dempsey, 

7B2,  13  years. 


Home  Again 

Our  boys  have  come  with  freedom  won, 
Let's  make  them  bright  and  gay, 

For  now  they're  home  from  across  the  sea 
And  they  are  home  to  stay. 

— Wallace  White, 

6B,  13  years. 
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A  Violet 

Only  a  little  violet  bud, 

Kissed  by  the  morning  dew, 
Lifting  its  dark  blue  petals  up 

Toward  Heaven's  lighter  blue. 

Mid-day  comes,  'tis  full  in  bloom, 
Its  shy  face  bowed  quite  low, 

For  the  sun  is  hot,  though  among  its  leaves 
The  gentle  breezes  blow. 

But  now  the  sun  is  lowering,  red, 

Away  far  off  in  the  west, 
The  little  birds  are  flying  home, 

And  the  violet's  gone  to  rest. 

— Albert  Bascon, 

7B1,  13  years. 
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To  the  8-B  Class 

We're  sorry  you  must  leave  us, 
And  we  think  you're  sorry,  too, 

Yet  we're  glad  that  you're  promoted 
And  you're  grammar  days  are  thru. 

Don't  think  you're  like  Solomon — 

Know  all  beneath  the  sun, 
For  in  the  great  big  school  of  life, 

Your  learning's  just  begun. 

And  tho  you  go  thru  college, 
And  then  life's  burdens  claim, 

Still  don't  forget  that  the  best  school 
Is  Lakeview  School  by  name. 

— Ruth  Lawrence, 

8A2,  12  years 
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The  Beancry 

We  have  heard  'em  holler  cocoa! 

We  have  heard  'em  holler  snails! 
We  have  seen  'em  reach  for  meat  pie, 

Telling  woeful  hungry  tales. 

We  have  heard  the  dishes  jangle 
In  these  noon  spaghetti  scenes; 

And  we  have  heard  the  boys  wrangle 
When  someone  spilled  the  beans. 

— Dudley  Fry, 

8B1,  13  years. 


The  Morgan  Family 

Johnny  Morgan  played  the  organ, 

His  father  beat  the  drum, 
His  brother  Bill  went  over  the  hill 

To  help  wipe  out  the  "Hun." 

— Leavitt  Swalley, 

5A,  10  years. 


58 


Happy  Summer 

Summer  is  here;  summer  is  here; 

The  flowers  tell  us  so. 
Summer  is  here;  summer  is  here; 

The  trees  are  whispering  low. 
The  sun  shines  bright  with  all  its  might, 

The  brook  is  gurgling  low, 
As  it  ripples  over  the  pebbles  clear 

To  the  little  pool  below, 
Summer  is  here;  summer  is  here; 

For  everything  tells  us  so. 

— Suzanne  Miller, 

5A,  10  years. 
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The  Stars  and  Stripes 

Red  and  white,  with  a  field  of  blue, 
The  stars  and  stripes  above  we  view, 
Waving  so  proudly  overhead, 
Honorably  covering  the  brave  and  the  dead. 
Though  many  a  bullet  has  pierced  it  through, 
Still  ever  it  gallantly  waves  anew. 
Three  cheers  for  the  stars  on  a  field  of  blue, 
Three  cheers  for  the  red  and  the  white  stripes, 
too. 

— Florence  Britten, 

5B,   9   years. 


Flowers  for  You 

There  are  flowers  of  yellow, 
There  are  flowers  of  blue, 

There  are  flowers  in  the  hollow 
All  blooming  for  you. 

There  are  poppies  of  orange, 
There  are  red  ones,  too — 

The  garden  is  full  of  flowers 
Blooming  for  you. 

— Elfrieda  Cooper, 

8B1,  13  years. 
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The  Spirit  of  Lakeview 

The  spirit  of  Lakeview's  contagious, 
And  pupils  who  go  there  "catch  on"; 

They  don't  graduate  quite  as  sages, 
But  the  spirit  of  Lakeview  goes  on. 

In  high  school  they  still  hold  the  old  view, 

In  college  'tis  ever  the  same, 
For  the  brave,  loyal  spirit  of  Lakeview 

Shows  we're  a  school  that  is  quite  game. 

Some  of  our  girls  may  be  housewives, 
And  maybe  will  move  far  away; 

But  all  will  retain  the  fine  spirit 
That  typifies  Lakeview's  own  way. 

And  maybe  the  boys,  too,  will  marry, 
Assuming  life's  burden  and  care, 

But  though  it  be  trouble  or  sorrow, 
The  courage  of  Lakeview'll  be  there. 

And  some  by  grim  death  will  be  taken, 
Already  a  few  now  have  gone, 

But  they  died  after  triumph  in  struggle, 
And  the  spirit  of  Lakeview  goes  on. 

— Charles  Cushing, 

8B2,  13  years. 
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